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A moment’s lapse turns world’s violence real
ATHENS — It’s always a
mistake to scream at a
stranger. The message is rarely
received. I’ve made the mistake myself often enough, and
the other night watched as my
friend Angelos did so. A careless cell-phone chatterer nearly drove his car into ours, and
Angelos did the human thing.
“Watch it!” he yelled. “Get off
the phone and drive!” Or so I
imagine he yelled. Since the
exhortation was delivered in
Greek, imagine is all I can do.
But the rest I did not imagine: The 20-something driver
yelled back, blasted from his
car, tore open our driver’s
door and seized Angelos by
the shirt. The little girls
screamed from the back seat
as the men struggled. The rest
of us called out helplessly:
Parakalo! Please! There are
children here! Children!

Kate Stanley
As if it mattered to the roadrager. But Athens traffic —
perhaps the world’s worst —
won’t stand for such holdups,
so a few well-muscled men
peeled the young thumper
from Angelos and propelled
him backward. We took a
hurtling left as the grown-ups
exhaled and the kids burst into
tears.
So it goes in the streets of

Athens, in the streets and sidewalks and kitchens of every city
of the world. Fury builds and
then blows, and a shirt is torn
or an eye blackened or a head
blown off or a neighborhood
destroyed.
Back at the hotel, a muted
television recounted the day’s
news from Israel: Another
suicide bombing, another
round of strikes against archenemy Arafat. The girlalmost-10 saw nothing of the
news, seized as she was by her
own story. She quivered and
clutched, asking time and
again if “the horrible guy”
would come to hurt her.
“Of course he won’t,” I said.
“The horrible guy doesn’t even
know your name.”
A moment’s silence, and
then an observation: “But he
knows some little girl’s name,”
said the girl-almost-10.

As deputy undersecretary
for watchfulness of The Sacred
Fellowship of Little Girls
(Northern Hemisphere Chapter), this girl knows a scoundrel
when she sees one. Her
thoughts echoed Angelos’
words as we left our little scuffle behind: “I cannot stop
thinking,” he said, “that the
boy is someone’s son. That he
could have been mine.”
I argued with Angelos: No
son of his, I said, would attack a
stranger. But all parents hope
that. And in any case, I couldn’t
honestly tell the girl-almost-10
that all little girls are safe — not
with the news from the Mideast droning across the room.
But neither could I easily
tell her the truth: that there is
no place on Earth without its
share of Bad Men Ready to Rip
Shirts — and bad women, too.
Some do more than rip

shirts. Some blow a gasket and
leap from their cars with guns.
Some calmly blow themselves
up to prove a point. Some blow
up villages in vengeance. All
feel fully justified, ready to answer the latest insult with fresh
injury. All are ready to tell us
the difference between the unmannnerly lout and the terrorist — a breed of cat altogether
distinct from the freedomfighter, an appellation they reserve for themselves — and to
explain why their blowups are
the best of the lot.
It’s as common a thing as
the world knows. The slings
and arrows of cruelty fly
everywhere these days —
threatening to tear not just a
few shirt-fronts, but the fabric
that binds the world’s people
together.
I know this. Yet somehow it
took a minor moment of road

How I decided to keep hat out of the ring
By Chuck Slocum
The realigning of Minnesota’s
201 legislative districts brought
out the Walter Mitty in me. I had
landed in a new state Senate district with no incumbent House or
Senate member, and that awakened my unfilled interest in elected office. Soon I was sending confidential messages to dozens of
public affairs friends, with a question: Should I run for the open
Senate seat?
Virtually everyone who responded was sure that my passion,
experience and mindset would
make me an outstanding state senator. (After all, these were my
friends!) “It’s a lot more shoe
leather than brains,” one veteran
pol reminded me.
Consistently, they asked me
three questions. How does your
spouse feel? Are you able to afford
the time away from your paid job
to campaign and serve? Are you
prepared to lose?
I thought I was in good shape,
on all three counts.
I talked at length with my good
spouse, whose faithful support
was assured. Clients were consulted about a prospective candidacy;
I determined that, for perhaps the
first time in my life, I could

maintain a sufficient business income while campaigning and
serving in office. Legislative service pays about $31,000 a year with
an additional daily per diem and
some expense reimbursement.
My wife worried about how I
would react to personal criticism.
Yet I believed I could run and lose
a positive campaign, chalking it up
to a fine experience in citizenship.
My friendly advisers suggested
that a run directly to the Sept. 10
primary, bypassing the endorsement of the Republican Party I
once chaired, would be costly but
could be won. Nevertheless, I secured the party delegate and alternate lists, and four telephone volunteers began calling the 200 listed names asking, on my behalf,
what the delegates were seeking in
a state senator.
I also talked with the Senate
caucus and the party office, and
learned that several candidates
were already in the running, two of
whose names were most prominent. I met with each of the two
and shared some cordial conversation. Both were open about what
interested them. I was a bit surprised that neither questioned me
about what I thought.
If they had asked, I was ready
with my campaign platform:
My rough notes said:
“Tough
economic

times with a $5B+ shortfall in ’03,
can make no expensive promises.
Focus first on economic health,
the sustainability of the budget
and competitive tax policy. . . .
have nothing if we do not have
jobs and people prepared to hold
them. Must concentrate on most
important responsibilities first,
adopt attitude of encouragement
of the private sector to be engaged
in solutions, too. Support reforms
in government to make it work in
more open, accountable ways. Attention to the most vulnerable citizens, especially kids, must be centerpiece.”
I thought I was ready to take the
plunge. But just to be sure, I assembled a few trusted people for a
cut-to-the-quick meeting. Those
invited included a longtime lawyer
who had dabbled in politics, a
businessman with whom I had
worked on housing issues, a savvy
young political operative, a wellorganized consulting colleague
and church friend, two former
area legislators and a former governor of Minnesota.
They administered the cold
water:
“You can’t win endorsement.
You started too late.”
“You live in the wrong part of
the district.”
“A primary contest — it may
take $70,000 — will be two moder-

ates and a conservative, and the
conservative will win.”
“You really don’t know what the
voters want. And that’s what you
have to run on.”
“When it comes right down to
it, your background really doesn’t
matter.”
“You’ll have to tear down your
opponents to win.”
Ninety minutes of that was
enough to change my mind. I decided that I would not seek a seat
in the state Senate. I am relieved
but somewhat saddened by what I
discovered. Despite years of involvement in party and public affairs, and a serious 10-day exploration, I still got started too late, lived
in the wrong part of the district,
and would have to “go negative” to
win. What and who I knew
wouldn’t really matter that much
in a legislative campaign.
I wonder how many other citizens interested in seeking elective
office wind up similarly discouraged.
— Chuck Slocum is president of
the Williston Group, a Minnetonka-based management consulting organization. A former state
Republican Party chair, he was
executive director of the Minnesota Business Partnership from
1985 to 1990.

rage to drive this sickening fact
home. Usually, I can watch the
10-year-olds of Palestine flee
from shack-flattening tanks
and merely shake my head.
Most days, I can hear of thousands dying daily of AIDS in Africa and set out as planned for
a cappuccino. Then something
far less shattering disrupts my
evening, and I am undone for
more than a day.
How readily we shrug off
the loss of lives of strangers, yet
take to heart the slightest assaults on our own entitlements.
At least the girl-almost-10
knows to worry for her unmet
friend, the one whose name is
known by the Bad Man Who
Rips Shirts.
— Kate Stanley is a Star Tribune editorial writer. She is at
kstanley@startribune.com.

What is left’s problem
regarding marriage?
From an editorial in the Washington Post:
It’s no slight to single mothers to point out
that, on average, their children face a rougher go
of it than those of married couples. Children of
single parents face greater risk of problems at
school or work, in part because they are more
likely to grow up poor.
So there’s something puzzling about the reflexive hostility among some liberals to the notso-shocking idea that for poor mothers, getting
married might in some cases do more good than
harm. Why not find out whether helping mothers — and fathers — tackle the challenging task
of getting and staying married could help families find their way out of poverty? This is the
question raised by the Bush administration’s
proposals for welfare reform’s next stage, and a
debate about its merits would be useful: about
why kids in two-parent marriages do better, and
whether government could provide appropriate
incentive.
But much of the left, and particularly the
feminist left, doesn’t seem interested in such a
conversation. The administration, in its reauthorization plan for the 1996 welfare reform bill,
would allocate $300 million yearly to state programs that “reduce nonmarital births and increase the percentage of children in marriedcouple families.” It would be up to states to decide what sort of programs to implement. The
possibilities are broad, yet the liberal reaction
has been narrow. The antipathy was perhaps
quickest and most insistent from the National
Organization for Women.
It’s true there are possibilities under the Bush
plan that give pause; is it fair, for example, to pay
married recipients more than single ones? But
it’s wrong to suggest that any marriage promotion is equivalent to pushing women into abusive marriages. The Bush document specifically
seeks to encourage “healthy marriage,” a qualifier inserted in recognition that children in highconflict marriages do not, in fact, do better.
For decades, welfare discouraged marriage
among the poor. With few exceptions, before the
1996 reforms welfare payments were made only
to unmarried recipients, giving men an incentive to walk away. Many states have eliminated
this incentive, and the rest should be pushed to
follow suit. Beyond that return to neutrality,
maybe government shouldn’t meddle. But imaginative state programs may be worth a try.
“Right now we really don’t know what it takes to
build positive relationships among high-risk
couples, and this is something that does need
new research,” says Kristin Moore, president of
the nonpartisan research group Child Trends,
who believes that small state programs could
yield useful models. What, beyond tired ideology, is the argument against that?

Elmer Fudd and City Hall’s clocks: Corrections make for good reading
Managing Editor Pam Fine
congratulated the staff the other day after corrections declined 7 percent in 2001 (from
621 to 575) compared with
2000.
The numbers include an average of about three corrections a week because of inaccurate data from sources.
Scrutinize the newspaper’s
library since it went electronic
in 1986, and you’ll alternately
wince and chuckle over both
serious and silly transgressions
coming from the cerebral passages of experienced journalists.
Take my favorite: “Elmer
Fudd was mistakenly identified
as Porky Pig in a photo caption
on Page E6 Thursday.” — June
4, 1999.
Some try grace to cloak the
macabre: “An article on Page
E8 today inadvertently referred
to a former Minnesota chief

If you ran the
newspaper
Lou Gelfand
justice as ‘the late Minnesota
chief justice.’ The Star Tribune
regrets the error and is happy
to assure all of his friends and
admirers that Douglas Amdahl
is very much alive.” — Nov. 8,
1991.
Amdahl remains a favored
source on legal matters in this
newspaper.

Some that seem inconsequential represent the newspaper’s effort to guard its credibility: “A picture caption on
Page E8 Monday incorrectly
said Allan Odell wrote all the
Burma-Shave roadside rhymes.
He introduced them.” — Feb. 1,
1994.
Critical civic issues are
measured: “The length of the
hands on the Minneapolis City
Hall clocks were incorrectly reported on Page B1. The minute
hands are 11 feet long, the hour
hands 7≥ feet long.” — Aug.
26, 1988.
They can be intimate: “An
article on Page E4 last Saturday
incorrectly said Augie Ratner
was married four times to
strippers. He was married
three times; none of his wives
were strippers.” — May 15,
1998.
And personal: “The Star
Tribune regrets its use of the

word ‘carousing’ to describe in
a Thursday article a social
event attended by Rep. David
Minge and others during the
Democratic National Convention. Neither the congressman
nor the others were drinking
heavily during the event.” —
Aug. 31, 1996.
On occasion the correction
has given the reader a bonus:
“A column on Page C2 Tuesday
incorrectly reported that Paul
Michalek, University of Minnesota runner, ran the mile in
3:40.8, which would have been
a world record. He ran the
1,500 meters in that time.” —
Aug. 17, 1995.
And a smile: “Friday’s ‘The
Far Side’ caption on page 20C
was incorrect. The caption
should have read: ‘Dang, that
gives me the creeps. I wish
she’d hurry up and scoop that
guy out.”
Some smack of thorough-

bred incompetence. What’s in
Brooklyn Center too often is
placed in Brooklyn Park, and
vice versa. Jim Ramstad has
been labeled a Democrat and
Martin Sabo a Republican.
There’s a heartbreak here
and there: “The name of a man
standing in his room at Starlite
Manor, a home for people suffering or recovering from mental illness, was reported incorrectly in a picture caption on
Page B1 Sunday.” — July 9,
1986.
Sometimes the corrections
imply Q. and A. without the A.:
“The number of cases of
Coca-Cola Classic sold in 1985
was reported incorrectly on
Sunday’s Page 16D.” — May
18, 1986.
“The recipe for Terrific Turkey Leaf on Page T4 in the June
11 Taste contained three incorrect ingredients.” — June 19,
1986.

I recommend corrections.
Editors regularly affirm because, after 20 years, I can
gauge their approval threshold.
But not always.
The Jan. 17 sports section
ran a picture of a pro sports
team owner “making ice cream
cones at a Dairy Queen.”
Reader Robert Wold called
to say that a Dairy Queen is ice
milk, not ice cream, and
thought it should be corrected.
I pitched it at the editors but
couldn’t get in a lick.
I later realized I needed a
protest from Kemps.
— The reader representative
catches bouquets and brickbats from 8:30 a.m. to 4:30
p.m. Monday through Friday.
Call 612-673-4450. Outside
the metro area call 800-8278742. He can be contacted at
readerrep@startribune.com.

